TRANSFIGURATION

have been overwhelmed by their delirious excitement
but for this outlet in shouting.

Amid the frenzied uproar I was as unmoved as a
rock amid the breakers, and I find it difficult to give a
precise account of my sensations. Pre-eminently, no
doubt, I was struck by the utter absurdity of so much
excitement, was inspired with ironical contempt for the
vulgarity with which it was displayed. But I had un-
willingly to admit that there was a spice of another
feeling; that I was not free from envy of such ardency of
passion, and of the vigorous life which the passion dis-
closed. What, I wondered, could stir me like this?
What could throw me into a fever of excitement, could
make my body burn, could force me to utter such
involuntary shouts? I could not think of any sum of
money that could move me so keenly, or of any woman
who could stir my feelings to such a pitch. There was
nothing in the world that could thus fire rny dead
emotions. If a pistol were at my head, a moment
before the trigger was pulled, my heart would not throb
as the hearts of these thousands and tens of thousands
were throbbing because of a handful of money.

But now one of the horses must have been close to the
winning post, for from a myriad throats came, ever
louder, the cry of one name, the sound breaking at last
into a roar. The band began to play, and the throng
scattered. One of the races was over, one of the contests
decided, and the tension relaxed into a lively animation.
What had a moment before been an ardent integration
of passion, broke up into groups of individuals, laugh-
ing, talking, and hurrying to and fro. The mask of
maniacal excitement gave place to a tranquil expression.
Social groups were crystallized out of the undifFerenti-
ated mass which, so recently, had been united by the
passion for sport. I recognized acquaintances, and
exchanged greetings with them, but most of those